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would only be burned again. When Cosmopolitan sportingly
sent his monthly two thousand dollars ahead of time because
of his loss, he built an extension to his overcrowded study,
and here, under a cool, spreading oak, he moved his roll-top
desk, his wire baskets loaded with papers and mail, his steel
files with their records of accomplishment, his cardboard
reference boxes with the notes for hundreds of stories, and
his writing supplies. Here he spent the working hours of
the last three years of his life.

He slipped back into his routine; everything was the
same as it had always been, yet everything appeared different.
When he rode about the ranch he could no longer fail to
note that the labourers were soldiering on the job, putting
out as little as they could for their wages. By a little discreet
inquiry he learned that they considered the ranch a rich
man's hobby, no more to be taken seriously than the work-
men had taken the Snark seriously. His mechanics too were
indifferent to the quality of the work they were turning out;
when he jumped off Washoe Ban in front of the blacksmith
shop and inspected a shoeing job the smithy had just
completed, he saw that the man had rasped off half an inch
of the toe of the hoof to make the shoe fit. Studying the
ranch bills and feeling they were too high, he rode into
town to consult with the merchants. They told him that
his foremen demanded a twenty per cent kick-back on every
dollar of merchandise purchased, and that there was no
alternative but to add it to the bills.

In 1900 he had written to Anna Strunsky, " I do not feel
that because I condemn the deficiences of my friends is any
reason why I should not love them." Love and tolerance
and generosity were the wellsprings of his nature; yet they
were growing increasingly difficult to maintain. He asked
his friend, Ernest, who was in Oakland, to buy him some
heavy draught horses. Ernestchargedhimacommission, added
a bill for expenses, then shipped two sick horses and two
below the specified weight. When he wrote Ernest that the
horses were unsatisfactory, Ernest answered with an angry,
insulted letter. Jack replied, "You go bleating around about